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points where more arteries than one converge and inter-
sect one another, stands the faithful policeman to divide
and govern* Cars and drays may lumber past him, or
taxi-cabs and motor omnibuses may tear past him, but
like the Roman sentinel in the supreme hour of trial,
he seems glued to his post* He it is who controls the
traffic and regulates the pulsating beats of human industry*
He is neither excited nor flurried, but is as cool as a cucum-
ber in the performance of his duties* He does not waste
words or time unnecessarily; nevertheless, his sphinx-
like silence compels universal obedience, and, consequently,
ensures perfect smoothness in the running of the traffic
machinery*

Before my arrival in England I had read in one of the
London magazines about the exploits of " Bobby/* I
was particularly interested in a photograph exhibiting
his marvellous control of this traffic* There, in the centre
of the road, is the Londoner's " Bobby*" His left hand
is uplifted, and behind his stately form is an endless stream
of vehicles* In front of him is the other stream of traffic
which runs at right angles with the one he is keeping
back* The crossing is clear and the second stream pro-
ceeds smoothly* Now all this is absolutely true to life,
and so the illustration was appropriately entitled: " At
the uplift of a finger the world stood still/'

To keep the traffic in order is only what is expected of
a police constable, but more often than not he discharges
functions which are entirely beyond the scope of his duties*
If you want to know how to get to a certain street, which
Underground ** Tube " to take, or which omnibus service
to travel by, you need not consult your Baedeker* All